



The TrsgeMt^ 

’Atmt GodHiue your Cracc} I do befccch your Maicfty 
T o haue (btne conference with your Grace alone. * 

King. Withdraw your felues,and Icauc vs here alone; 
What IS the matterwithour Coofin now? 

Aum. For eucr may my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue clcaue to rhy roofe within my mouth, 

Vnktfe apardon ere I rife or Ipeake. 

Kitv, Intended, or committed, was this fault i 
If on me firft, how hainou! ere it be, 

To winne thy after loue, 1 pardon thee. 

Anm, Then giue me leaue that 1 may turne tlic Key, 
ThatnomancntettiUmytalcbcdonc. T 

King, Haue thy deOre. 

The*Dukg^TfA(ek^cki^*ye 
Torks* My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou haft a Traitor in thy prefencethere:. 

King. Villaine, ile make thee fafe. 

Ah, Stay thy reuengefuU hand, thou haft no caule to feare 
york£. Open the doore, fccurc foole, hardy King: 
Shall 1 for ioue Ipeake treafon to thy face ? 

Open the doore, or 1 will breake it open« 

King. What isthc matter vncklc,fpcake,rccoucr breath,' 
Tell ITS, how neere is danger. 

That we may acme vs to encounter it ? 

Tt>tk£, Perulethiswnting here, and thou ihaltknow, 
The treafon that my haft rorbidsme fhow. 

Ah. Remember as thou read’ft, thy promife paft, 

2 doe repent me,vreade not my namethere, 
Myheartisnotconfederatewithmy hand, 

Terkf. It was ('villaine) ere thy hand did fet it A)wn€t 

I tore it from the traitors bolbtne (King) 

Feare, and nos loue, begets his penitence : 

Forgettopitty him, left thy pittyprooue 
A ferpent, that will ftingthce to thee heart. 

King, O heynous, ftrong, and bold confpiracici 
O loyall father of a treacherous ibnne 1 
Thoulheectimmaculatcand filuerFountaincy 

Fro» 




JiichArd the Stiond^ 

Ffoinvrhence this ftreame through muddle paftages 
Hath hald his current, and defilde himfelfe: 

Thy ouerflo^v of good conuerts to bad, 

And thy aboondant goodneife lhall'cxcufe 
-j-jjis deadly blot in thy digrefsing fonne. 

So ftiall my Vertue,-be his Vices baude, 

And he ihall fpend mine honor,.with hisfhamcr 
As thriftles Sonnes, their feraping Fathers Gold s. 

Mine honour lines when his diihonour dies,, 

Or my lhamde life in his difhonor lies.: 

Thou killl me in his life giuinghim brea^,. 

The traitor hues, the true man's put to death, 
j)Htch, Whatho,my Liege for Gods fake let me in, 
Kwg. Whatftirillvoyc’druppliant makes this cgercryf 
ante. A woman, and thy Aunt (great King) tis 1, 

Speakc with me, piteie me, open the doore,. 

ABcgger begs, that neucr begd before; 

King* Our feene is akered ^m a ferious thing, 
Andnowchangdeto the Beggar andithe Kings 
My dangerous Coofin, letyour Mother in, 

I know (he is come, to pray for your foulc finne, 

Yorkf. If thou do pardon whofoeuer pray. 

More finnes for this forgiuencs, profper may ; 

This feftred ioynt cut off, the re ft reft found, 

Thisletalone, will all the reft confound. 

Dm. Qh King, bcleeue not this hatd*harted man ; 

Loue louing not it fclfe, none other can.. 

Ycrke. Thou franticke woman,whatdoft thoa makc hcrci 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traytor reare i 
‘Dm, Sweete Yorkc be patient; hcare me gcntle Licgc- 
Rife vp good Aunt. 

Dut. Notyotithcebefeeeh, 

Foreucrwilil walkevponmyknees, * 

And neuer fee day that the happy fees, 

Till thou giue ioy ; vntillthou bid meioy, 

% pardoning Rutland, my tranfgrcifingboy.. 

Vnto my mothers praiers I bend fny knee: 

Turkfi 




